SCANDINAVIAN   AMERICANS
at the same time give Gilbert and Sullivan a new con-
text, the " most ingenious paradox" God has ever
created in human form on this dizzy globe.1
They are heavy and dumb, yet gay and extremely
intelligent.
They are stolid and phlegmatic, yet full of fantastic
imagination, streaked with fire.
They are the most glowering, pig-headed people on
earth, yet will later acknowledge themselves in the
wrong, if wrong, with a disarming smile.
To cap the climax, they are slow, yet generally get
there first.
They crossed the Atlantic, everybody knows, long
before Columbus; then Lindbergh flew it first; and it's
a fair guess, if they ever get to tinkering with the
Goddard rocket, that they'll be the first to reach the
moon.
1 In New York the eighth floor of International Building, Rocke-
feller Centre, is like a palace, city hall, or Government building—
in Stockholm. The Swedish-American Chamber of Commerce is
luxuriously installed in five immense rooms; the complete con-
sular outfit of Sweden is housed with even more magnificence;
Naboth Hedin, the Swedish Walter Duranty, with his American-
Swedish News Exchange, which is meshed in with the Chamber
of Commerce. They publish in English an attractive magazine
called The American Swedish Monthly. There are more Swedes
than Norwegians in the New York metropolitan area, and they
are better organized. They have an Engineers' Club at 27 West
5ist Street; a Scandinavian "Foundation" and library at 116
East 64th Street; a Chauffeurs' Club; a tennis club; employment
agencies; immigrant homes (Norwegian ones too in this case);
several restaurants, good and bad, with too much emphasis on the
smorgasbord (glorified hors d'ceuvres) and not enough on Scan-
dinavian cooking; hundreds of " Swedish Massage " addresses,
some of which represent the highest achievement in medical
massage and hydrotherapy, others which are phony, and a few
which have interested the police.
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